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LETTER FROM THE REDDITOR 



As usual, we have our four core chapters with some of December's 
bestAskReddits, AM As, Stories, and Pics. Now we're including the 
number one request from our readers— /LifeProTips. 



Happy Holidays from The Redditor, fash- 
ionably late as always. This month we're 
continuing to bring some of the best origi- 
nal content from the reddit community, ex- 
traordinary original work made exclusively 
for the magazine, and we're trying out a 
new system to feature our subscribers' top 
suggestions. 

For the second month in a row, we have 
collaborated with a very special guest art- 
ist. This issue's guest artists are a duo of 
graphic designers from Essex, England 
going by the name Rotten Riddlers. Their 
theme? Famous movies with zombies. It's 
some incredible work created exclusively 
for the magazine and we're excited to final- 
ly share it with our readers. Bonus points if 
you can find their hidden logo. 

Another great feature in this issue's Com- 
munity of the Month is /r/SecretSanta. As 
many of you know, reddit just finished its 
third annual Secret Santa. We sat down 



with project founder Dan McComas [kick- 
me444] for some Q&A about this year's 
record-breaking gift exchange. Check out 
some of the most "interesting" gifts and 
find out how you can still be a part of Red- 
dit Gifts if you missed out this season. 

As usual, we have our four core chapters 
with some of December's best AskReddits, 
AMAs, Stories, and Pics. Now we're includ- 
ing the number one request from our read- 
ers— /LifeProTips. Look for these tips scat- 
tered throughout the issue. Our goal is to 
add more content without clunking up the 
current structure. 

We hope you will find some new con- 
tent that slipped by and enjoy the im- 
proved readability. Beyond the pages, you 
can always find back issues at theredditor. 
com and subscribe to our subreddit at /r/ 
theredditor, and please feel free to leave 
any thoughts, feedback, and content sug- 
gestions for future issues. 
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BELIEVE ME 



-A /SECRETSANTA 



ASKREDDIT 



MISCONCEPTION 

What facts do you know are true, 

but almost everyone else is wrong about? 



Chairboy 



You should not hold your head backwards when you 
are having a nosebleed. Tilt it forwards and hold just 
above the bridge of your nose. ACHollywood 

Lemmings do not commit mass suicides. In 1958, 
a Disney nature documentary called "White 
Wilderness" included scenes of lemmings leaping 
off cliffs and falling to their doom. These scenes were 
actually faked and the film crew fling the rodents off 
the rocks using a turntable. Jessicaexperience 

Diamonds can in fact be shattered with a hammer. 

halfbloocLstud 

Tires have nothing to do with a car's safety during 
a lightning storm; the metal frame will conduct the 
electricity around you. keyes777 

Congress didn't classify pizza as a vegetable. 

DarnTheseSocks 

Hair does not grow back faster or thicker after it has 
been shaved. Naphthos 

"Frankenstein" is the name of the scientist, not the 
monster, vishalpatel 

Most nuts... aren't nuts. Almonds, Brazil nuts, 
cashews, macadamias, peanuts, pecans, pine nuts, 
pistachios and walnuts are all technically not really 
nuts. Peanuts are a legume (a bean). Pistachios are 
drupes (a fruit) - you eat the seed. HarrisonSchmitt 
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HUM' a 




Darth Vader is almost 
always quoted saying, 
"Luke, lorn your father' 
when really it's, 



'No,/ 



ither. 



Walt Disney was not cryogenically frozen. Leafschris O 



V 



Many people believe daddy longlegs are the most 
poisonous spiders in the world, with fangs too 
small to do any damage. This is false. 



Undercover officers are not required to show their 
badge upon request. TargetTango 

A lot of people think that we only landed on the 
moon once, when in fact there were several missions 
and a total of 12 people walked the moon's surface. 

hallhallhall 

Doyle's Sherlock never said, "Elementary my Dear 
Watson..." He did say, "My Dear Watson," and 
then later in the paragraph he said, "Elementary." 

Wairusbot 

It is not impossible to lick your elbow. FhRuth 

If you cut an earthworm in half, the half without the 
brain dies. If you cut it lengthwise, so as to split up the 
brain, both halves die. Workpuppy 

You actually can rip off the tags from your pillows and 
mattress. The law only applies to sellers/stockers of 
said items, intended to demonstrate to the consumer 
exactly what is inside for health and safety reasons. 

Temporarylmaginary 






WHAT WAS "NORMAL" 
WHEN YOU WERE A KID, 
THAT IS TABOO, 

BANNED, 

OR SHUNNED NOW? 



Captshady 



Actually knowing friend's phone numbers by heart. 

ThePeoplesBear 

Going out to play knowing that I just needed to be back 
home by the time the street lights came on. Parents 
knew I was somewhere in the neighborhood, takclaw 

Taking a butter knife to school to finish putting my 
sandwich together without having the SWAT team 
called. Whoa_throwaway 

Swearing in kids' movies. maklOz 

Getting to see the cockpit of a plane. Dogmaster 




Getting dirty while doing any fun childhood thing. 
If I see another parent cover their child in Purell I'm 
going to lose it. Do you understand what an immune 
system is and how it gets stronger?! shewearsbeads 

Being served real food in economy, even on short 
domestic flights. Beanlord 

Playing outside, climbing trees, and generally 
wandering far and wide on estates. OrigamLmouse 

My father called them "Road Beers." phineasgagel 848 

Getting to the airport fifteen minutes before your flight 
- no security lines or strange restrictions on what you 
could bring, ticle.tock.dock 



Getting reprimanded by adults that weren't your 
parents or your relatives. griffithl2 

Spanking, isaidneveragain 

Elementary school kids would wait at the bus stop 
with no parents there to supervise, deletetables 

The Black ranger was African American and the 
Yellow ranger was Asian, arontx 

We walked or rode our bikes two miles to school as 
soon as we knew our own way. I never see kids riding 
bikes anymore. AuDBallBag 

Being able to run around on the playground with your 
'pretend gun' (aka your thumb/finger) and 'shoot' your 
fellow classmates, rushaz 

Wood and steel playgrounds. HandyCore 

Kids didn't wear helmets and protective gear for riding 
bikes or skateboards, jazum 




SMOKING ON AIRPLANES. 
ALONG WITH STEAK KNIVES 
PROVIDED WITH A MEAL. 



This all makes me sad for the future of humanity. 

iamagainstit 



ASKREDDIT 



What 

STRANGE GAMES 

do you play in your head? 

Yi'tl Neurotikitty 



My dad will look for people taking photos and try to get into the background of as many as 
possible. When he told me about it, I started doing it myself. It's fun to try to do it without being 
noticed. Neurotikitty 

I try to memorize the license plate numbers and wardrobes of suspicious looking people in case I 
have to act as a witness to some sort of spontaneous criminal act. gal9000 

I pick out a dirt speck or the car antenna or something when I'm a passenger and imagine it is a 
razor laser that chops through anything along the roadside it touches. Effingeenyus 

I love the rain race on windows. I think of other 
droplets as the crowd and we cheer together. 

I need a life. Semen-Thrower 



While riding in a car on a long stretch of highway, stare 
out the window at the dashed road lines as they 
pass you by. Start paying attention to whatever 
song is playing, and you will begin to develop 
awareness of synchronicity between the 
patterns on the road and the beat of your 
music. You'll snap out of it minutes later. 
nasu_moon_commander 

I imagine violent situations in my head. 
For instance, "What would I do if the 
person in front of me randomly pulled a 
gun out and started shooting people?" I 
like to think that I would try to be a hero 
in that situation... DPacel7 




I watch people and make up stories 
about them. I generally try to make them 
as ridiculous as possible Twustwervy 




When walking on campus, I like to 

pretend that I'm really a spy looking for 

something or someone. I make comments 

in my head on what it's like pretending 

to be a college student and the struggles of 

finding a single person or thing in such a large city. [DELETED] 

Whenever I see someone with the same car as me driving in the 
opposite direction, I like to pretend that it's me from the future. 
Goodgodlemon 



Have you ever been to a wedding that was 

CALLED OFF 
AT THE ALTAR? 

TZ<21 Pootywang 



The groom, when asked to say 
"I do," passed out straight away, 
falling down a small flight of stairs... 



All of the bride's friends (including 
myself), her parents, and anyone else 
with half a brain had been telling 
her to get rid of him all along, and 
to definitely not marry him. We'd 
given up by the time of her wedding 
and I was trying to be happy for her. 
Instead of saying, "I do," she just 
looked around the room and ran 
back down the aisle. We were all 
dumbfounded, except for her father 
who yelled a variation of what we 
were all thinking, "Thank you, Jesus 
Christ!" SFbaimei 

I attended a wedding where the 
groom, when asked to say "I do," 
passed out straight away, falling 
down a small fight of stairs. A few 
seconds later, after coming to, he had 
a look of panic in his eyes and ran out 
of the building. 



Five minutes go by and someone 
goes out after him. Then ten minutes. 
Then twenty minutes. Several people 
have left now to see what's going on, 
some people are wondering if he'll 
come back at all. 

He finally re-entered the church, 
with only his mostly open tuxedo 
jacket on and his bare, hairy chest 
showing. 

He looked pale as a ghost. He 
apologized for being "too hot" and 
slowly walked up to the altar, bare 
chest showing and the ceremony 
resumed, chest hair and all. They 
actually did get married. flat5 



When my grandfather was a teenager, 
he was with his family at wedding. 
When the preacher said the whole, 
"If there's anyone present who has 
a reason this couple should not be 
joined in holy matrimony, speak now 
or forever hold your peace" bit, the 
father of the bride stood up and said, 
"I do," at which point he, the bride, the 
groom, and the preacher left to have 
a private discussion. They came back 
about ten minutes later and called 
the wedding off. My grandfather and 
I used to enjoy hypothesizing about 
what the father of the bride could 
have said. RadagastTheTurtle O 



ASKREDDIT 



My dad's cousin got married some 
18 years ago, and at the reception, 
the bride stabbed the groom in the 
gut with the wedding cake knife. 
Somehow they're still married. 



kiasuten 




My own wedding was called off 
mid-ceremony. I had just finished 
saying my own vows before being 
arrested by local police on an assault/ 
domestic violence charge. (I had 
beaten up my almost brother-in-law 
for stealing my car). Police didn't care 
what happened. I was carried out in 
handcuffs in front of all of my family. 
HollaPeno 

The groom cuts a piece of cake to feed 
it to bride and to be funny, shoves 
it in her face. The bride stats crying 
and screaming, then throws cake at 
groom. The father of the bride comes 



over and punches groom in the face. 
They filed for divorce the next day. 
McLovin03 

Immediately after the classic "is 
there anyone present with a reason 
blah blah", a massive storm suddenly 
broke out with thunder and lightning . 
Both families were very Christian, so 
it took the priest a good 10 minutes 
to reassure everyone that it was only 
bad weather, and God wasn't angry. 
OldClockMan 

A couple of co-workers got married 
on a Saturday. At the reception, 



with at least a few drinks in him, the 
husband told his wife, "You know you 
weren't my first choice." On Monday 
morning, we found our wedding gifts 
on our desks. wufoo2 

When it got to the part where the 
vicar asks "Do you take this woman 
to be your lawfully wedded wife?" 
The groom looked round, shrugged 
and said "suppose so." Apparently, 
the father of the bride punched him 
later that evening. Zing_of_the_Day 




EATING SLOWER CAN HELP YOU LOSE 
WEIGHT AND HELP DIGESTION. NOT 
MANY PEOPLE REALIZE THAT YOU HAVE 
A DOMINANT SIDE FOR CHEWING; 
SWITCHING TO THE NON-DOMINANT 
SIDE CAN BE TOUGH, BUT WILL GREATLY 
REDUCE THE SPEED OF EATING. 



was a 




From 2001 to 
2004 I was a 
"professional' 
identity thief 
specializing 
in credit card 
fraud... 



DriverDan 



I got my start selling fake IDs at college. I 
dropped out because I hated school and was 
making too much money to waste my time 
otherwise, as I saw it. I moved on to credit cards, 
encoding existing cards with stolen data and 
ordering stuff online. By the end I was printing 
my own credit cards and using them at retail 
stores to buy laptops, gift cards, etc - which I re- 
sold on eBay. 

While selling fake IDs, I had a small network 
of resellers, at my school and others. When I 
moved to credit card fraud one of my resellers 
took over my ID business. Later he worked for / 
with me buying stuff with my fake credit cards, 
splitting profits on what he bought 50/50. 

I did a lot of other related stuff too. I hacked a 
number of sites for their credit card databases. I 
sold fake IDs and credit cards online. I was very 
active in carding / fraud forums. I was research- 
ing ATM skimming and had purchased an ATM 
skimmer, but never got the chance to use it. 



ft** 

C £ 7 
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I was caught in December 2004. 1 had gone to 
a Best Buy with aforementioned associate to 
buy a laptop. The manager figured out some- 
thing was up. Had I been alone I would have 
talked my way out, but my "friend" wasn't a 
good conman / social engineer like I was. He 
was sweating, shifting around, generally doing 
everything you shouldn't do in that situation. 
Eventually the manager walked to the front of 
the store with the fake credit card and ID, leav- 
ing us behind. We booked it. The police ended 
up running his photo on the cable news net- 
work, someone turned him in, and he turned 
me in. 

After getting caught, I worked with the secret 
service for two years. I was the biggest bust they 
had seen in western New York and wanted to 
do an operation investigating the online un- 
derground. They knew almost nothing. I taught 
them how the online underground economy 
worked, techniques to investigate / track / find 
targets, "hacker" terminology, etc. 
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Where did you start "learning how to hack?" 

I started back in the BBS / AOL / slow ISP dialup 
days. Played with some of the AOL "hacking" 
tools like AOHell. This resulted in getting my 
real account banned and my parents canceling 
it, so I started signing up for accounts using fake 
bank accounts and credit card numbers. Since 
the numbers were fake, AOL was the only vic- 
tim. 



What was working for the secret service like? 
Were they interested in what you were teach- 
ing or did they still view you as a criminal? 

All of my encounters with law enforcement 
were positive. They were very respectful and 
professional. I'm sure being a well-spoken 
white guy helped (unfortunately not sarcasm). 



me. She told me they were unable to process the 
transaction because none of my info matched. I 
acted surprised and angry and questioned what 
she meant. They had told her my name was not 
the one on the card. I argued a little more and 
then left. I still can't believe they let me walk 
out. I should have been arrested that day. 



I was into programming too. In high school I 
got into the "cheats" community on IRC. Not 
game cheats, advertising cheating. We'd write 
programs to make money from all the "get paid 
to" sites and services. Finding vulnerabilities 
was part of it. 



Secret service agents really are some of the best 
of the best. These guys live and breathe what 
they do. They go through an intense screening 
process and train continuously. The agents I 
worked with truly wanted to learn what I had 
to teach. Some were better at tech stuff than oth- 
ers but they all wanted to learn. 



As others told you, it's about learning, curios- 
ity, and a mindset. I still have a hacker mindset, 
so to speak. When I was carding, I would call it 
a carder mindset. I looked for weaknesses and 
ways to exploit everything. Online, in stores, in 
advertising, etc. 



How did you get started selling fake ID's in the 
first place? 

In college (computer engineering major) I 
needed money. I knew there'd be a market for 
fake IDs. I bought the equipment with a cash 
advance off my credit card, and paid it off a 
month later with my profits. 



Make no mistake, we all knew my place. They 
monitored everything I did with screen and 
key capturing software. There was a projector 
that mirrored my screen so everyone could see 
my computer. 



Crime may pay if you don't get caught. Other- 
wise no, it doesn't. 



Except the time you got caught, were you 
ever close? 

Oh yeah, I was close to being caught a few 
times involving call for authorization (CFA). 
This is when the store has to call the merchant 
and verify additional info to make sure it's not a 
stolen card. This is a bad situation to be in. 



I was good at talking my way out or setting up 
the situation for failure beforehand. I would say 
something to plant a seed of doubt such as,"Oh 
wow, this costs more than I expected, I hope I 
have enough money left on my card." That way 
when it was declined or fkgged for CFA I could 
get away. 



How much money did you make? 

Everyone asks me this but I honestly don't 
know. One interesting side effect was that mon- 
ey became much less meaningful. I could get 
almost anything I wanted for free using credit 
cards, and I did. My only real expenses were 
housing, my car, and related expenses such as 
utilities and insurance. Almost everything else 
was carded - food, electronics, furniture, you 
name it. 



Once I was at a Best Buy trying to buy a laptop. 
It came up CFA and I wasn't able to talk my way 
out. This is a situation where you have to be 
good at the con or you get caught. I kept my cool 
and let them do it. After about ten minutes on 
the phone she handed the card and ID back to 



For cash income, I generally made $500-2,000 
per week. There were times I made $ 1,000-5,000+ 
in a day, such as cashing out hacked ATM cards 
(supplied by others) or carding Western Union. 
During the Christmas season I ramped every- 
thing up. Since stores are busy, they are less 
likely to remember you and security is a little 
more lax. 



Since I could card everything, I owned nice 
stuff but I tried to keep a low profile and not go 




overboard. 

What was your biggest con/theft? 

I managed to acquire some cards with 
$10,000+ limits. Since I had all their 
info, I took over the online accounts and 
changed the address to my drop, and 
their phone to a prepaid cell. Once you 
do that you pretty much own the card 
and can do anything with it. I maxed out 
the cash advance limit, paid them off us- 
ing stolen bank accounts, then repeated 
until they accounts got shut down. 

Another time I used a similarly taken 
over card to order a $5,000 card printer, 
the one I ended up using to print all my 
fake credit cards. 

There were a few times I cashed out huge 
amounts of Western Union, $5,000+. I 
was doing this for other people I met on- 
line. I suspect they were from Nigerian- 
style scams, fake auctions, work at home 
scams, etc. I felt a bit guilty doing those 
but the money was too good to care 
enough to stop. 

Were you always worried you would 
get caught? 

Sure, I was always worried. There is risk 
to anything. The risks when breaking the 
law are exponentially higher, even if the 
risk / reward ratio is low. 

I treated what I did as a business. The 
risk reward ratio was very high and I ac- 
cepted being caught as a risk of "doing 
business". 

Did you phish for your information? 

I did a lot of phishing. Back then every- 
one fell for it. I started with AOL sites, 
since AOL users are generally less knowl- 
edgeable. I ran my early ones with an- 
other guy I knew from IRC. The response 
volume was insane. 

After AOL I built a "really good" Pay- 
Pal phish site. It looked just like the real 
thing and got every piece of info I could 
think of (name, DOB, SSN, license num- 
ber, address, credit card, bank account, 
PayPal details). It would email the info 
offsite to make sure we wouldn't lose the 
data if the site went down. 

Thanks to consumer awareness, phish- 



ing doesn't work like it used to. But when 
you think of volume, you only need a 
fraction of a percent to respond when 
you send out 1,000,000+ emails. 

Do you consider yourself "King" of the 
assholes, or just a prince? 

*Did (seven years since I quit) 

I wasn't a king or a prince, or even a 
duke. I intentionally limited how often I 
carded, how many trips I'd make to each 
store in a month, and how connected I 
was online. I could have made a lot more 
money but would have significantly in- 
creased the amount of risk I faced. 

Since my main thing was credit cards, 
the amount of true identity theft (using 
full personal data for gain) was limited. 
Credit cards were lower risk and required 
a lot less work. I got credit cards in their 
names and maxed them out. One person 
I took over to use as a front for my busi- 
ness. I opened bank accounts and signed 
the office lease in his name. I never 
caused any harm to his credit though. 

So yeah, I was certainly an asshole, but 
nowhere near "King" level. 

If you hadn't gotten caught, would you 
have continued to steal? 

This is a really good question and a hard 
one to answer. 

At the time I was planning on getting 
out. I had sold my printer and had a 
stockpile of blank cards left. My plan was 
to get out when the cards ran out. I was 
saving up $so-iooK, enough to live on 
for 1+ year. I wanted to buy rental prop- 
erties. 

That said, I had slowed down to almost 
nothing about six months before. But 
the allure of easy money pulled me back 
in. That time I hadn't gotten rid of my 
equipment. 

Can you list some steps so we can 
better protect our identity and credit 
cards? 

•Don't carry your social security card, 
PINs, or other private data in your wal- 
let. Good old theft is still the number one 
cause of credit card fraud and ID theft. 



I treated what I did 
as a business. The 
risk reward ratio 
was very high and 
I accepted being 
caught as a risk of 
"doing business." 



• Shred anything with account numbers, 
SSN, and other vulnerable info. 

• Fight giving out your SSN as much as 
possible. Don't put it on a form unless 
it's 100% required and you trust the 
company. 

• Use a password manager. Not only will 
it save you tons of time but it allows 
you to use different random passwords 
everywhere. Never reuse passwords for 
anything you even slightly care about. 

• Use fake security Q&As for sites that re- 
quire them, like banks. Your mother's 
maiden name and hometown are pret- 
ty easy to figure out. Just keep in mind 
you may need to provide this info to 
someone over the phone so keep it 
work safe to avoid embarrassment. Or 
not if you like to troll. 

•Be vigilant. Check your bank accounts 
and credit cards at least once a week. 
Mint.com makes this super easy. Check 
your credit at least once a year. One re- 
port per year is free. 

•Unless you're in a super high risk situ- 
ation, don't waste your money on credit 
monitoring services. Just like extended 
warrantees and other forms of insur- 
ance, you're better off saving the money. 

Most importantly, stop worrying! There 
are more important things to worry 
about in your life. If your credit card gets 
stolen you'll get your money back. 



What's the hardest part about 
being blind? 

Most likely getting people to move 
beyond their own preconceived 
notions and expectations of a blind 
person. 

Do you dream with sight? 

This is probably the question I get 
most frequently. I dream in the same 
way I experience things in my wak- 
ing life, using sound and touch pri- 
marily to create images which I as- 
sume my brain processes in similar 
ways to how yours processes images. 

Do you understand what colors are? 

Personally, I usually associate colors 
with concepts. Sure this is very sim- 
plistic but it helps. Red = fire, blue = 
water, white = snow, brown = mud. 
It gives me some ground to work 
from. Of course the comparison of 
brown to mud was challenging due 
to also knowing I have brown hair 
and would like to think my hair isn't 
similar to mud. 

Have you ever tried any 
hallucinogens? 

As with most things of this sort, 
marijuana has different impacts 



on different people, I've not really 
messed with much in the way of 
drugs, but have smoked marijuana 
and once had a really interesting 
super-sensory experience where I 
could hear and feel every detail of 
everything around me. I could hear 
the people around me as they flexed 
their hands, arms, legs what ever, the 
fabric of their clothes as they moved, 
what ever was in their pockets as it 
crinkled. I got on a train and could 
feel every turn in slow motion. It 
was an absolutely insane and sort of 
frightening experience. There were 
moments I talked to people and 
could hear things that weren't really 
audible-like how nervous, angry, 
upset they were. 

Can you tell if girls/guys are pretty/ 
handsome? Do you care? 

I suppose the dynamic in this regard 
is a bit different. I can make rough 
estimations but only learn if I find 
the person attractive as the relation- 
ship evolves. 

How do you read on the internet? 

I use a program called Jaws for Win- 
dows, which reads the text on screen 
and I have memorized the keyboard. 



I dream in the 
same way I 
experience things 
in my waking life, 
using sound and 
touch primarily to 
create images... 

Jaws has an editable dictionary 
which updates with shorthand con- 
tributed by users and I can read by 
letter if I can't tell what was meant to 
be written. 

The screen reader on PC reformats 
WebPages in to a very simple up/ 
down format, as if you were reading 
a book. It eliminates most layout 
features. On the iPhone however, 
it maintains the layout so I can tell 
as I move around where things 
actually are. 

The PC version has a fairly robotic 
male voice, which can have some lev- 
el of accents, whereas the voice on the 
iPhone is pretty human, and has real- 
istic accents; it's much better for read- 
ing as it has meaningful inflections. O 



AMA 



Whenever I see someone with a 
red-tipped cane I feel like I should 
ask if I could help take him or her 
anywhere. In general do you think 
most would rather be left to take care 
of themselves or if it would be an 
appreciated gesture to at least ask? 
In my experience, if I need help or as- 
sistance I'll make it known by asking. 
If they seem confident and are mov- 
ing, they most likely are doing just 
fine. If he or she are standing in the 
middle of the road looking lost, then 
perhaps you should offer assistance, 
best bet is to just think of them as any 
other person. Were you to see some- 
one looking around them madly, or 
staring at a map, you'd assume they 
were lost. Think of blind people the 
same way. 

Could you fall sleep with your eyes 
open? 

One of the coolest parts of being blind 
has been the ability to fall asleep in 
meetings or during classes and it be- 



ing impossible for others to know as 
I don't close my eyes as I have no 
need to. 

How do you recognize people? 

This is something I wish I were bet- 
ter at. I can identify voices of people 
I see pretty regularly, or people with 
distinct voices, but there are other 
blind people who have the auditory 
version of photographic memory (re- 
corder memory?) and can hear a per- 
son once and remember them, so it 
totally depends-you should say "Hi," 
worst case she asks you to remind her 
who you are, I suspect she'd appreci- 
ate the gesture all the same. 

When you navigate the city, do 
you look (read: feel?) for certain 
landmarks which allow you to stay 
on course? 

Most of my navigation is based upon 
mental mapping. I am fortunate to 
have a really strong sense of direction 
and the ability to memorize things 



very quickly. The iPhone also hap- 
pens to be an amazing assistance in 
this task as well. 

Do you ever find people are more 
condescending to you as a result of 
your condition? 

Yes, this is something I experience 
pretty frequently. Often I find that 
people expect me to have much more 
limited capabilities due to my blind- 
ness. Frequently if I'm out at a restau- 
rant the server will ask whoever I'm 
with what I would like rather than 
asking me as somehow blindness 
means I will be unable to communi- 
cate to them my desire. 

Do you ever feel you miss out in life or 
do you take it all in your stride? 

I feel like I experience differently, no 
less or more. 




ANOTHER TIME 
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My wife and I live a lifestyle out of the 1920s/1930s. Ask us Anything, 



Why do you live like you're in the '20s? 

We do it because we enjoy it, as simple as that sounds. Peo- 
ple often say, "It was a simpler time/' to which I'd have to 
disagree. It was a different time period, relatively the same 
(or worse) social and economical problems. We enjoy his- 
tory, reading, and getting together with friends to trade in- 
formation and chat history, clothing, antiques, etc. 

It's a time period my wife and I enjoy very much. We actu- 
ally got started into it while swing dancing several years ago 
and our tastes progressed away from the late 1930S/1940S to 
the 1920S/30S. Our close friends also live similar lifestyles 
ranging from the 1920s to the 1950S/1960S. We all have our 
favorite eras and tend to hang out at historic locations and 
night clubs when time allows. 

Where do you live that allows for this lifestyle? 

There are a couple of great venues in Southern California 
that all vintage lovers gravitate toward. There is a lot of 
great history here from the 1920s and 30s, including build- 
ings and places like the Queen Mary to hang around in 
and enjoy at our leisure. We sort of fell into the groups here 
through historical societies and found a lot of friends into 
this lifestyle. 



Do you have a job that allows you to dress like this? 
What type of work do you do? 

I work as an IT manager and a Linux sys admin. At first 
people were very curious. It took some time to get used to 
"the IT guy in the three piece suit and tie" as it sort of breaks 
the stereotype. I don't wear one everyday but always a but- 
ton down shirt and vintage trousers often with a vintage 
sweater vest of some kind and dress shoes. 

My wife unfortunately has very strict dress codes where 
she works. Since she's in a public relations position for the 
company, she wears contemporary business attire. 

Obviously you own a computer and use the Internet, 
what other exceptions do you have regarding modern 
life? Is it truly a 1920s existence or just aesthetically 
with material objects? 

In order to support such a lifestyle it requires us to work 
very hard for what we have. Because I work in IT, I have 
to be knowledgeable about modern technology. We still 
recognize the need to exist and function in today's society. 
Since acquiring vintage counterparts to certain modern 
day conveniences generally happens over time, we make 
do with certain modern items until a time at which we can O 




replace them. For example, our 
vacuum was modern day until 
we replaced it with a 1935 Eu- 
reka. 

Do you cook everything 
from scratch? Do you have 
a garden and a small flock 
of chickens? Do you use 
modern toiletry items? 
We don't have chickens, but 
we do grow quite a good 
amount of fruit and veggies in 
the backyard. We try to cook 
from scratch when we can, as 
it usually tastes pretty great 
when it's not out of a can. We 
don't own a microwave, ei- 
ther. 

We have only been in our 
home for the better part of 
a year, but no plans to "up- 
grade" to anything modern. No sheetrock and no window 
replacements. We don't have central air or heat, but we do 
have fbor heat that has worked well for the past year since 
we bought the house. However, the heater was installed in 
1945. Winters are mild where we live, so between that and 
the fireplace, we are fairly well off. 

As for the clothes, we hand wash and dry clean, but old 
clothes weren't meant to be washed and worn the way 
new things are today. We are pretty choosy about who 
does dry cleaning for us as well. Items from this period are 
able to be found, but are getting rarer by the day, so we do 
our best to preserve what we have. 

How do you afford to lead that sort of lifestyle? 

Things move a bit slower in the decor fashion. Because it is 
harder to find exactly what you're looking for, it gives you a 
bit more of an opportunity to budget accordingly. Depend- 
ing on certain clothing, vintage suits are comparable in 
price to a good modern suit brand new. The trouble is try- 
ing to address the deterioration over the years. 




We sort of fell into the groups here 
through historical societies and found 
a lot of friends into this lifestyle. 



How did you manage to find appliances and parts for 
them that were dated from that era? 

Wherever we could. Craigslist, antique shops, ebay, etc. We 
often take road trips to find parts if needed. You'd be sur- 
prised how long certain things will last when there are no 
electronic parts at all. Our stove from 1926 is very simplistic. 

Do you ever pretend to live the events of those two 
decades, like prohibition, depression, or Orson 
Welles # "The War of the Worlds" broadcast? 

We've been to parties that "celebrate" eras, depression era 
picnics, and prohibition and repeal celebrations. 



If time travel existed, would you choose to live in 
present day or go back to the '20s? 

Tough call, I don't pretend to think that life would be any 
easier back then; however, I don't think I could survive 
back then if it was a one-way trip. I'd have to elect to stay 
here in order to support my family with a career path that 
I've chosen for myself, which would not really net me 
much in the way of financial security back then. 

Do you have any suggestions as to where to find all the 
great music from this era? 

Are you looking for more big band music from the swing 
era? The Ken Burns Jazz set is a four-disc compilation that's 
pretty broad across the very early days of jazz right through 
more contemporary musicians, http://jazz-on-line.com 
also has a ton of old MP3S ranging from the teens to the 
1950s. 

Archive.org also has a bunch of different things as well. I've 
found a lot of people post recordings on YouTube of an orig- 
inal record playing. It has introduced me to a few decent 
records (I also collect 78s) that I've found later on or am still 
looking for. 

Why aren't you drinking homemade alcohol and lining 
up at soup kitchens? 

Who says we don't drink homemade alcohol (we do actu- 
ally). I'd rather volunteer at a soup kitchen, personally. 

I can't put my finger on exactly why, but if I had friends 
that started doing this I would find it really annoying. 

We interact on a normal social level. Not all of our friends 
share our interests. Variety is the spice of life. To each their 
own. 

If you have children, will you have them participate? 

We will likely have our kids participate in the clothing un- 
til they are old enough to make their own decisions. Kids 
can be mean, so we aren't going to make them go to school 
in knickers or anything. 

Name one thing from today you think would 
have brought you the most use as a person 
living in the '30s. 

One thing from today that would have been the most 
useful to someone in the 1930s... hmm... my grandmother 
used to say a freezer was the best thing that happened to 
her family. I suppose being able to freeze large amounts of 
food during the depression would have been helpful. She 
grew up on a farm in Oklahoma. This question has me a bit 
stumped. I really love the way we have instant access to 
communication and news nowadays. 




it MATCHES 
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How on earth were you able to gain the incredible 
amount of authorial control that you have over 
Louie? Have you had to battle with FX over any 
particular jokes/ concepts/ creative choices? 

I got it by demanding it and refusing to do the show 
any other way at all, and by having the leverage that 
I was completely willing to walk away without do- 
ing the show, and by agreeing to an extremely low 
budget so that they could offset the risk of giving me 
this freedom because they are risking less money. 

I have had conversations with them about very few 
moments in the show but zero battles. 

Do you really edit the entire show yourself? 

Yeah, I edit the whole thing. On season one I had an 
editor and we shared it about half. On season two I 
edited without any help. It was fucking hard. And 
yes, I sit at the MacBook and just put it together from 
start frame to finish. 

From watching your show and seeing some 
interviews, I've noticed that you're self-taught and 
hands-on in many facets of production. What are 
you currently learning, or what else would you like to 
master in the future? 

I do love to learn. It's all I feel like I'm ever doing. It's 
really the best you can do in life, to learn. You can't re- 
ally do anything right, you can just learn. Right now, 
I am learning to be a dad. I am learning how to take 
better care of myself and my kids. I'm learning how to 
communicate with people in my life. 

Professionally, I'm learning right this minute, a huge 
amount with my web experiment. This Live at the 
Beacon Theater thing is like that thing in the movie 
Twister, where they send a bunch of little data col- 
lecting balls up into a tornado and just download the 
lovely results. The whole thing has been like that. 
From the moment it went online and I saw the re- 
sult of every decision I made. The last question the 
web guys asked me before we posted was if I wanted 
the mail list button defaulted to "opt in" or "opt out" 
and I said start it at opt out. It's such a tiny thing but 
I keep hearing about it from people. So, so, interest- 
ing to watch this grow. 

What have you learned from this self-released 
method? What will you take away from it? 

I don't know yet if I'll do it again, it hasn't run its 
course. But I am so happy I did it. Just so fun, and 
has been massively gratifying to share the positive 
of it with so many people who have written and ex- 
pressed their feelings. It's so damn interesting to be 
doing this. I feel like I have a front seat to a really 



cool... thing. I don't even know what it is. I think it's 
really interesting that I brought the price so close 
to stealing, and made the movie so easy to get, and 
made it so clear that it's a human offering it, that it 
sparked a debate about pirating. 

Have you seen the conversation at The Pirate Bay 
about torrenting your performance? 

"ya its the new one yea I kinda feel bad putting it here 
but people like louis ck gotta realize without torrents 
and the net he wouldn't be anwhere be honestly Louis 
I know ur here and I know u mite be mad at me but u 
gotta realize not everyone has paypal, credit cards, 
money for food, comedy should be shared with the 
mass, and Believe me u can judge the popularity more 
from the torrent downloads then the paypal sales. 
Hope you understand louie. Sorry" 

To steal from someone and not feel bad, you either 
have to be a sociopath or view the act differently. 
One way is to remove "Someone" from the equation. 
You're not stealing from a person. Big companies do 
a lot to help people view them as less than human. I 
heard a speech by Noam Chomsky who 
said that corporations are like su- 
per humans. They cannot be 
hurt like a human can and 
they never die. They are not 
susceptible to scrutiny or 
accountability. This makes 
them more profitable. If 
companies want to enjoy 
these benefits to some de- 
gree, they have to live with 
what else comes with being 
not human. You miss out 
on compassion, 
forgiveness, 
camaraderie, 
empathy, 
trust, all 
kinds of 
shit. 





AMA 



The day before I posted the video, I went on pirate 
bay, which I had never visited, and I read the guy's 
thing where he posts letters from media companies 
and artists and then his nasty and kind of hilariously 
chest beating responses. I thought "Jesus. This guy is a 
piece of work. I would never tangle assholes with this 
guy." And then I thought about it, what do I say to 
these people? To hope they don't make me regret put- 
ting it out there naked like this? So I wrote a little "to 
torrent" letter, just being a guy saying "Dude. Please?" 
It's the best I can do. 

Seeing the people who have fought about it on pi- 
rate bay, that there is a crisis of conscious, everything 
that's been written, and to see that I've gotten paid is 
just so interesting and hope-giving and cool . 

Is the content of your comedy purely for the 
stage, or do you continue to express the same 
insights and opinions in social settings as well? 

I don't talk in person the way I do on stage because 
it's a performance - it's distilled and the language is 
more deliberate. But I make the same kind of jokes 
with my friends and family for sure, and I have safe 
relationships where I can fbat a crazy or wrong idea 
and find out where it goes, just as a life exercise, and 
sometimes those things end up on stage. 

What would you be doing if you weren't a 
professional comedian? 

The last jobs I had were fixing cars and covering foot- 
ball games for a local access TV station. As in driving 
the mobile van to the field, setting up three cameras, 
teaching depressed grownups and interns how to 
use them, directing the game from the van and then 
wanting to kill myself. 



pieces by himself and I use them all 

How do you feel about people quoting your standup 
as an excuse to say "nigger" and "faggot"? 

Yeah I don't know. I've seen that happen and it 
doesn't really make me... so happy all the time. But 
that's them. I did those bits as a kind of analysis of the 
words and what feelings they bring and how they're 
used. I was playing with some fire. It was interesting. 
I think the discussion of the word faggot that I did 
in the poker scene was a bit of an evolution. I pret- 
ty much never say faggot on stage anymore. It's just 
worked its way into and out of my act. It's not inter- 
esting anymore and I'm not going to say it just to say 
it. Nigger... still pretty interesting. 

Has any black person ever taken offence to your 
use of the word "nigger"? 

Not that I have been told or seen, but a whole lot of 
white people get mad. 

Do you plan on Writing and directing anymore 
more films in the near future? 

I have a dream, though. You want to hear it? Yeah? 
Well, okay. 

I thought, what if I make another special like this one 
and I put it up for five bucks again and it goes gang- 
busters. It makes, say, eight million bucks. I don't 
know that that is even possible. I'm trying to find out 
what the potential is with this one. 

But so if I make eight million, which all goes through 
PayPal right into Pig Newton, my company that 
makes my show and made the special, well I would 
leave the money in there and make a fucking movie. 





Seeing the people who have fought about it on pirate bay, that there is 
a crisis of conscious, everything that's been written, and to see that 
I've gotten paid is just so interesting and hope-giving and cool. 



The music in "Louis" is amazing. Are you a big 
jazz fan? 

Producing the music is maybe my favorite part of the 
whole thing. I go into a studio with Matt Kelmer and 
a handful of great musicians that work under the title 
"Sweet pro/' and we just fuck around. I get to cheat 
and make music without the training. I ask them for 
different moods and sounds and they try it. Or well 
say, let's go with cello and piano for a while and try 
a few things there. The cello player, wish I fucking 
knew his name, is tremendous. He creates whole 



This special, if it exploded, cause really it's only been 
up for two days, is more like a pre-sale. If it really tears 
an asshole into the money monster who then shits 
dollars into my mouth (oh my god what's wrong 
with me) I will use that money to buy a home and get 
some security which I never have had in my life, and 
have certainly not gotten from my low budget show. 

So it would have to be special number two that would 
keep the money in the company and make a movie. 
I have always put cash back into the work. The profit 
I made on last year's season of Louie went to buying O 



I'M NOT AN 
ATHEIST. I THINK 
GOD IS THERE 
AND THAT HE 
IS WATCHING 
AND HE MADE 
US. I JUST DON'T 
GIVE A SHIT. 



a new RED EPIC camera which 
now sits here next to me with a 
modest but impressive collec- 
tion of lenses from Germany 
and England, which now be- 
long to Pig Newton, and would 
be used to shoot said eight mil- 
lion dollar movie. 

You are often quoted on 
reddit's Atheism page, how 
do you feel about that? 

I'm not an atheist. I think god 
is there and that he is watching 
and he made us. I just don't give 
a shit. 



This will come as a surprise to many. 

Well I don't "Believe in god" I have zero idea how 
everything got here. I would personally say that, if I 
had to make a list of possibilities, god would be pretty 
far down. But if I were to make a list of people that 
know what the fuck they are talking about, I would 
be really far down. 

Was your new special being DRM-free something 
that you thought of yourself or was it pushed on 
you by managers/producers/fans? 

I thought of it on my own. My initial idea was to of- 
fer it to an existing service online. I told them that it 
would be cool if the special was totally exclusive to 
them instead of the usual thing where it gets wheeled 
like a racehorse. You see every special on iTunes, Net- 
fix, hulu, vimvam whatever. So I said let's put this 
special on just one service like when there used to be 
"HBO specials." 



Then I thought, fuck it. I'm doing it. And as long as 
I'm doing it, I'm going to make it dirt cheap and really 
easy to use. I'll pay for it out of the ticket money from 
the show (was a little more) and just try this, it'll be 
fun. And it is. 

Your comedy depends on a very bleak cynicism a 
lot of the time, do you ever struggle to reconcile 
this with the overwhelming popularity you've 
experienced in recent years? 

Oh does it? Does it depend on that? I love how you 
toss that off like it's just the truth. You know what 
my comedy depends on? My comedy depends on 
you shutting the fuck up. 

I don't know what a happy ending is. If something 
is happy, then the ending must be sad, because it 
stopped the happy thing. The only time an end is 
happy is if the thing it ended was bad. 

Anyway, nothing ends. Thompson's theory of the 
conservation of your mother's dirty tits: Your moth- 
er's dirty tits are not created or destroyed. They are 
just rearranged into some other asshole's mother's 
dirty tits." 




LQlilS CK 

LIVE AT THE 

BEACON THEATER 



Louis CK: Live at the Beacon Theater is available for purchase at 
www.louisck.net. The $5.00 payment can be processed via PayPal or 
Amazon by clicking BUY THE THING. "/ can't stop you from torrenting," 
writes CK. in a statement on the website, "All I can do is politely ask you 
to pay your five little dollars, enjoy the video, and let other people find it 
in the same way" 
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AUDIO BOOKS HAVE 
CHANGED MY LIFE. LISTEN TO 
AUDIOBOOKS, LECTURES, AND 
PODCASTS DURING 'DEAD' 
TIMES LIKE DRIVING, WALKING, 
COOKING. THIS IS NOT 
SUPPOSED TO BE A SUBSTITUTE 
FOR READING, BUT RATHER A 
GOOD WAY TO GET ENTERTAINED 
WHILE YOUR SENSE OF SIGHT 
AND TOUCH IS OCCUPIED, BUT 
YOUR HEARING IS NOT. 
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"Fate has ordained that the men who. went to the 
moon to explore in peace wilt stay on the moon to 
rest in peace. ^ 

TheSe brave men, Neil Armstrong dhd Edwin Al- 
drin, know that there is no hope for their recovery. 
But they also know that there is hope for mankind 
in their sacrifiqe. 

These two men are laying down their lives in man- 
kind's' most noble goal: the search for truth and 
understanding. They will be, mourned by their 
families and friends; they will be mourned by their 
nation; they will be mourned by the people of the 
world; they" wil be mourned by a Mother Earth 
that dared send two of her sons into the unkndwn. 



In their exploration, they stirred the people 6f the 
world to feel as one;Jn* their sacrifice, they bind 
more tightly the brotherhood of mam: 

In ancient days, men looked at stars and saw their 
heroes in the constellations. In modern times, w m e 
do much the same, but our heroes are epic men of 
flesh and blood. m 

Others will follow, and surely find their way home. 
Man's search will not be denied. But these men 
were th& first, and they will remain the foremost in 
our hearts. 

For every human being who looks up at the moon 
in the nights to come will know that there is some 
corner of another world that is forever mankind. 



THE SPEECH 
PREPARED BY 
RICHARD NIXON 
IK EVENT OF 
A FAILED MOON 
LANDING. 
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JULY 21 -1969 -14:40 UT 

The orbiting command module engaged its pri- 
mary engines like a bottle rocket with an all too 
short fuse. Champagne corks popped, drinks 
poured and music blared in the homes of all 
who watched the heavens. 

"Houston, we have a problem". Neil Arm- 
strong's voice cracked over mission control's 
central P.A. system. 

"Mr. Aldrin, Mr. Armstrong. We are doing ev- 
erything we can to correct the issue." 

Sweat fogged the inside of Neil's helmet. Buzz 
stood like a statue, foot resting on the ladder 
of the lunar module as they watched the com- 
mand module leave the Moon's orbit without 
them. 



"Houston ... we're open to suggestions. Hous- 
ton?" 

The transmitter in Neil's helmet faded. Buzz 
could hear a defined ringing in his ears as he 
stood looking at the earth above. 

A plan b doesn't exist for the first men to step 
foot on celestial ground. 

"Neil. Buddy. Have you ever read The Swiss 
Family Robinson?" Buzz said from his perch on 
the landing module. 



new life on an island paradise. Granted, I only 
flipped through it when I was a kid." 

"Buzz, we are on the moon with a dwindling 
oxygen reserve. It'd take NASA months to come 
to our rescue. I hardly think -" 

A sharp static from the in helmet communicator 
cuts his dialogue short. 

"Yeah, this is Mission Control ... First off I just 
want to thank the two of you for everything 
you've done for our country. We appreciate 
your sacrifice and ... hey ... if you want we could 
put you in contact with anyone you'd like to 
talk to. I think we can even get The Beatles in 
here." 

"Hey, Neil. That's not such a bad -" 

"Buzz, The Beatles won't get us back to earth. 
WeVe got some time. I don't want to get com- 
fortable with the idea of death just yet." 

"Fine, what do YOU want to do Neil?" 



Neil's eyes shut. He lets out a sigh only Atlas 
could relate to. Everything disappears. 

"Mission control. Give us a few minutes. Neil's 
having a stroke, or working out a Charlie Horse 
or something." 



JULY 21 -1969 -14:45 UT 

Neil stood, still, waiting for Buzz to continue. 

"The Swiss Family Robinson, is about a family 
that survived a shipwreck and had to start a 



JULY 21 -1969 -14:50 UT 

"Neil, Neil, Neeeeeeil" 

Neil's eyes open. His vision blurred by the sweat 
dripping from the inside of his helmet. Buzz 
lightly taps on the glass with his gloved finger. 

"Buzz. Sometimes you have to leave a man with 
his thoughts." o 
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"I know, its just. Mission Control said they 
might be able to get The Rolling Stones to play 
a show for us-" 

"Fuck the Rolling Stones" 

"Neil NASA is going to have to censor that 
They specifically requested we censor our dia- 
logue so we can ... What was that again mission 
control?" 

"We would prefer it if you avoided swearing 
while on microphone as a means to preserve 
your image for future generations. No one 
wants an FCC fine if this is broadcast" 

Neil steps away from the lunar module, toward 
the unmoving earth, its light reflecting on the 
cosmic sand at his booted feet. Neil always loved 
the beach, from his days spent at the neighbor- 
hood swimming hole and long drives to the 
Pacific Ocean with family. Tears dripped and 
collected in his suit as he glanced at the spec of 
marble and brown that marked Santa Monica, 
California. 

"Neil NEIL What are we going to do?" 

"I'm going for a walk Buzz. I'm going, for. a. 
walk." 

JULY 21 -1969 -15:00 UT 

Even through the vacuum of space, Neil could 
hear the crunch of lunar soil under his weight. 
Every step, historic, every move, the first of its 
type by man, every word uttered will be tran- 
scribed and memorized by children the world 
over for generations. 

Even a death caused by folly will be considered 
heroic, legendary, epic. 

"Hey Neil! Mission control was wondering if 
we'd like stuff to be named after us in tandem?" 

"What?" 

"Tandem. Like 'Neil Armstrong & Buzz Aldrin 
High School'." 

Buzz's helmet transmitter crackles on like a mos- 
quito stuck in a screen door. Neil sighs, turns the 
volume down on his in suit transmitter and 
closes his eyes. 

Time stops. Neil analyzes the sorrows and re- 
grets of his thirty eight years of life, his beauti- 
ful wife, dead of cancer seven years prior from a 
malignant brain tumor, the Engineering Profes- 
sor that had it out for him at Purdue, the jocks 
that played prank after prank on him at Blume 
High School, the hardware store owner that re- 
fused to sell him the mirrors necessary for his 
homemade telescope, the first time he looked at 
the stars . . . 



We are going to die Buzz. We # ll 
die as heroes, but we are going 
to die. 



His eyes opened like locomotive steam vents as 
he began the slow plod back to the lunar mod- 
ule. Buzz, still in conversation with mission con- 
trol, hardly notices the figure approaching him. 

"- Copy that. I've talked it over with the head of 
the Houston school board, and they can have 
a fountain in place by the end of the week. If 
you'd like, we can even have you two record a 
message for the kids, something inspirational." 

"Hey Neil! You hear that? We're going to get a 
fountain!" 

Neil approaches Buzz, looking at him through 
two layers of fish bowl shaped glass with the 
empty expanse of space between them as he 
slowly powers on his in suit transmitter. 

"Buzz, we need to talk." 

JULY 21 -1969- 15:10 UT 

Buzz shuts the door of the lunar module behind 
them. A hiss fills the minivan sized chamber as 
oxygen pumps into its every crevice. Neil re- 
moves his helmet like a boxer at a round break. 
With his now glove less hand he wipes the con- 
densation from the inside of his visor. 

"Buzz, from the looks of it we have just enough 
reserve oxygen to complete the research we 
were sent here to carry out-" 

"Neil, what are you getting at?" 

"We are going to die Buzz. Well die as heroes, 
but we are going to die." 

"But our memories will live on ... ?" 

Buzz gives an optimistic smile as he bites into a 
freeze dried ice cream. 

"I'm just saying Neil, our government pension 
will keep our families provided for. Well be 
remembered forever as the first people on the 
moon and hey, we might get a private Beatles 
and Rolling Stones concert!" 

Buzz and Neil sit in silence for a moment. 

"I wonder if we can get them to form a super 
group? Oh man that'd be awesome! Imagine it 
Neil, we single handedly end the British Rock 
feud!" 

Buzz finishes his ice cream. 

"Neil? What should we call the super group 
Neil? The Rolling Beatles? The Beatle Stones? 
Beatle the Rolling?" 

Buzz's pleas fall on deaf ears as Neil scribbles 
on a notepad. Each scratch and mark left with 
the focus of Moses atop Sinai. The thunder of his 
pen roars through the silence. 

"Buzz, I think I have a plan." 

JULY 21 -1969- 15:15 UT 

The NASA Mission Control Center in Houston, 
Texas sat as quiet as the Moon's surface. The 
temperature dropped a half degree. Not a breath (> 
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was released. Goosebumps formed. 

"Houston, this is Neil." 

"Copy that. We heard you have a plan?" 

Neil glanced at his note pad like a high school 
student with eyes on a test he'd barely studied 
for. Each pause and breath was punctuated by 
a combination of static and his slight chattering 
teeth. 

"Well, the lunar module has enough fuel to 
barely break the moon's gravitational pull, 
but without the command module there's no 
chance we'll make it back to earth before we suf- 
focate." 

"So you're proposing ..." 

"Luna 15. It flies overhead in thirty five min- 
utes." 

JULY 21 -1969- 15:17 UT 

During the space race of the 1960's, cold war en- 
emies the U.S.S.R. and the U.S.A. occasionally 
found themselves allies in humanity's quest to 
explore the heavens. They Shared bits of data, 
tips, and flight plans as a means to help, or at 
least not inconvenience each others quest for 
knowledge. 

Still, a race is a race and The U.S.S.R. attempted 
to sneak across the finish line with a space probe 
launched just prior to Apollo 11. Luna 15, as it 
was called had a scheduled touch down date 
lining up precisely with Apollo 11's exit from 
the lunar surface. 

"Luna 15! The Soviet Space Probe?" 

"Exactly. Houston, we have their flight plan and 
enough fuel to -" 

"Neil, what are you suggesting?" 

Neil peered out the lunar module's triangular 
window at the great blue marble dancing in 
front of him. The American Flag stood proudly 



planted, unmoving on man's highest peak. Buzz 
sat in the corner of the module, drafting a bucket 
list for his remaining hours of consciousness. 

"Buzz, do you know how to tie a lasso?" 

JULY 21 -1969 -15:20 UT 

"Neil, Buzz, I think we're going to have to call 
Russia over this. They aren't going to be happy 
about a couple Yankees hijacking their probe." 

"Houston, its scheduled for a high speed return 
to Earth. If we can just, 'hitch a ride' it might 
save our lives. Hell, I'm okay with splitting the 
soil and moon rocks with them." 

Buzz looks up from his bucket list. 

"You can split your moon rocks with them." 

"God damnit Buzz. Shut up and put your suit 
on." 

JULY 21 -1969 -15:25 UT 

The lunar soil cushioned Buzz's booted feet like 
a layer of flour on pastry dough. Dust kicked up. 
Knees bent; the historic feeling of man's first 
stop on the moon, gone entirely; replaced with 
the grit and determination shared only by The 
Corps of Discovery. 

"All right Neil. Remember. I'm agreeing to this 
because you said my name would go first in the 
history books." 

"Fine, just pick up the hook Buzz." 

The lunar module had a small metal cable as- 
sembly attached for the purposes of hauling 
equipment to the lunar surface. Of all the things 
on the module it was the most primitive and 
seemingly superfluous. 

"Buzz, that's NASA equipment you're dealing 
with. Please be careful." 

Neil ignored the plea from mission control. His 
mind fully entrenched in the calculations need- C> 
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We've got some 
time. I don't want 
to get comfortable 
with the idea of 
death just yet... 
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ed to intercept a Soviet Probe hurling toward 
their position like a locomotive. 

Standing on the moon's surface, Buzz flashed 
back to his time as a Boy Scout. The days spent 
memorizing and repeating every type of knot 
for ever type of situation. He'd been a hero in his 
late teens whenever a boat needed securing to a 
dock but now, standing farther from home than 
any man had ever traveled, he needed some- 
thing practical. 

"Buzz, we're running out of daylight. Just make 
a loop and secure it!" 

His hands struggled; precision is one thing 
NASA didn't expect from its suits. Fingers be- 
came stiff at a moments notice but with force 
and a little bit of self-preservation instinct, Buzz 
had his lasso. 

"Two square knots. Not my prettiest work, but 
this is the first time I've tied a couple of inch 
thick metal cable." 

Neil sighed. Sometimes the smallest victories 
are the sweetest. 

"Copy that Buzz. Attach it to the side of the mod- 
ule and get inside. We've got a probe to catch." 

JULY 21 -1969 -15:30 UT 

"Neil, we've made contact with the Russians. It 
took a lot of convincing, but they've agreed to 
send Luna 15 home a little early. This is some 
cowboy shit you are pulling -" 

Satisfied at the new information from mission 
control, Neil lowered the volume of the lunar 
module's P.A. His suit worn like a security blan- 
ket and with a notepad at his knee, he prepared 
for the final calculations to lift-off. 

Buzz entered the interior of the module with a 
loud vacuum suction. 

"Neil, its not too late to ride things out." 

No words leave Neil's lips. 

"I'm just saying, I'd rather die a monument then 
a fireball." 

Buzz removes another freeze dried ice cream 
from the container. 

"We need to lighten the load a little before 
launch. Buzz, jettison any unnecessary equip- 
ment." 

"Neil, there are two of us. You can't launch us 
in to space on a suicide rendezvous with an un- 
manned Russian probe without talking to me 
about it." 

Neil looked at his clock. The probe would be 
overhead in twenty minutes. A cold sweat 
formed on his forehead. 

"Buzz, we have minutes. There's not a lot to dis- 
cuss. We are dead if we stay. If we launch, there's 
a small chance we'll make it." 



Buzz and Neil make the eye contact of starved 
hyenas standing over a fresh kill. 

"Neil, you can have the module, I'll take a burial 
on land over a burial at sea any day." 

"Fine. Let's prepare for launch." 

JULY 21 -1969- 15:35 UT 

Buzz's boots planted firmly in the lunar dust, 
his foot perfectly aligning with his landing spot 
from minutes prior. A mathematician's preci- 
sion even in dire circumstance. He looked to 
the eternal void between the heavens and earth 
and thought of his father, a battle hardened vet 
from the trenches of Ypers. A survivor of the first 
mustard gas attacks. A man of brute force and 
action, it was only natural Buzz followed in his 
father's urge to serve his country. 

"Buzz, mission control here, we've decided to ap- 
prove your decision to remain on the moon. The 
reduced load on the lunar module will allow for 
an easier rendezvous with the Russian probe." 

The comment does nothing to pierce Buzz's con- 
centrated exterior. 

"Neil, N.A.S.A. finally admits I'm dead weight." 

A pause. Buzz laughs. Neil joins with hesitation. 
The chatter of men who knew their remaining 
moments measure in seconds. 

"Neil, this is mission control. You have ten min- 
utes. " 

JULY 21 -1969- 14:40 UT 

Neil continues making calculations on his note- 
pad. Like a child building an erector set. The 
theory was sound. The math was as accurate 
as it could be, but the sweat, the light shake of 
his limbs, the occasional quiver in his voice be- 
trayed his bravado. He had to hit a bulls eye on 
a moving target that only existed as a theory. 

"Neil, why did you sign up for the space pro- 
gram?" 

Buzz cleared equipment from the landing point. 
Attaching the necessary sensors and samples to 
the lunar module while moving superfluous in- 
struments as far from the launch point as time 
would allow. 

"Neil, this is mission control. You have eight 
minutes." 

"Well, there was the sense of duty. The want to 
put into practice the sciences discussed as far 
back as man could create words. The desire to 
make my family proud, and I think you could 
make a case for the awe of seeing the eye of the 
cosmos up close. You?" 

"Fame. Girls can't say no to a man who's kissed 
the stars." 

They share another, more genuine laugh. 
"Fair enough Buzz." 

"This is mission control. You have six minutes." O 



Buzz paced the lunar module like a sculp- 
tor observing his prized piece before a pre- 
miere gallery show. Scientific instruments 
and moon rock samples dotted the cabin 
exterior. His jury rigged lasso extending up- 
wards like a mail hook from the ships side. 

"Neil, you're good to go." 

"This is mission control. You have four min- 
utes." 

"Thanks buddy. Are you sure you don't 
want to come along?" 

"On that death trap? No way. Even when 
it works properly its still got a fifty percent 
chance of killing us." 

"Yeah. At least we know what guinea pigs 
feel like." 

Neil and Buzz laugh, prolonged this time, 
like they'd heard a good Carson monologue. 

"This is mission control. You have two min- 
utes." 

"Neil, I have visual confirmation." 



JULY 21 -1969- 15:50 UT 

Luna 15, Russia's space age silver medal 
created through a decade long cram ses- 
sion. Like NASA's twin from an alternate 
dimension. Rounded corners compared to 
the lunar module's sleek edges. A hammer 
and sickle on the side. The definition of "for- 
eign" to anyone on the other side of the iron 
curtain. To Neil Armstrong, it was the cav- 
alry coming to his rescue. 

"Buzz, there's enough room. You can -" 

"Neil. Listen to me. You can't get an accu- 
rate look in there. You need a spotter." 

Seconds pass. Through inches of glass, and 
the vacuum of space, the two sailors of the 
night's sky stared. A captain and his naviga- 
tor, no matter their safety the mission was 
the top priotity. 

"This is mission control, you have one min- 
ute." 

"Buzz, it was an honor serving with you." 

"This is mission control, you have 45 sec- 
onds." 

Buzz and Neil take deep breaths, sucking in 
the sterile air of science, progress, human- 
ity. 

"Neil, if anyone asks, tell them I was the 
first person to set foot on the moon." 

"This is mission control, you have 30 sec- 
onds." 

"Sure thing buddy." 

Buzz leans back, craning his neck skyward. 
Peering through armor designed to protect 



against every microbe the cosmos could 
throw at him. Luna 1 5 shot through the sky 
through his periphery. He slowly counted, 
calculated, tapping his soft fingers against 
the inside of his space suit glove. 

"This is mission control, you have 15 sec- 
onds." 

Neil looked through the window at Buzz, 
standing like a ships mast in the doldrums, 
ready to prove usefulness against the 
winds' mercy. 

"Neil, mission control's count is off. Give it a 
beat after launch." 

"You have 10 seconds" 

"Okay Buzz." 

"You have 9 seconds" 

"Waiting for your mark Buzz." 

"8" 

"Buzz?" 

"Yeah Neil" 
"6" 

"Thanks" 



"Don't mention it" 
"4" 

Luna 15 was nearly on top of them, hun- 
dreds of yards in the sky. Screaming like a 
metal kite in a storm. 

"3" 

"Remember Neil" 



"Wait until my signal" 

1 

"Holding Buzz" 

The in cabin P.A. echoes. 

"Launch lunar module now" 

Neil's eyes remain locked with Buzz's visor. 
A half second passes. Buzz looks upward. 
The panicked chatter of the mission control 
falls into the background. A million prayers 
on terra firma are uttered. The Earth sweats. 

"Neil! Launch!" 

Before Buzz's words finish traveling the 
vacuum, Neil's finger flips the switch. Com- 
pressed air ejects from the base of the mod- 
ule. The metallic bullet breaks from its feet. 
A solitary figure salutes as the first human 
to set foot on lunar surface exits its slight 
gravitational pull, leaving the second in 
limbo. C> 
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JULY 21 -1969- 15:51 UT 

Mission control erupts in a gasp made for an 
amusement park ride. All eyes are on the moni- 
tor sending a feed of the module's interior. Neil 
holds the imprecise controls, finger on the igni- 
tion like a mountaineer dangling from an ice 
axe, teeth clenched, lips uttering a plea to the 
heavens below. 

Buzz looked at the foreign body at his feet. 
Glanced at the watch on his arm, and leaned 
against an antenna relay left on the moon's 
surface. His hands retracted into the suit like a 
turtle for long enough to retrieve a freeze dried 
ice cream from an interior pocket. With his free 
hand, he propped the specially designed Hassel- 
blad broadcasting camera into position. 

"Hello, mission control. At my count my suit 
only has an hour of oxygen left. If you don't 
mind, I'd like to record a message." 



JULY 21 -1969- 15:51 UT 

Neil sat unblinking with his hand at the con- 
trols and his eyes toward the Communist mis- 
sile on a collision course with him. He knew he 
was deflecting a bullet with a bullet, threading 
a needle with a ten foot pole, lassoing a horse 
with a mirror. 

He could make out the shape of Luna 15 from 
his triangular window, a football field away. 
Russia was kind enough to slow down their 
metallic cloud but not kind enough to tell him 
about it. He throws his notepad to the side and 
aims with his intuition. 

Fifty yards away. Luna 15 is listing to the left. 
Neil glances at the fuel gauge. Empty. The mod- 
ule's engines fail. It sits, suspended in place, 
level with the target screaming toward him like 
an eagle to a mouse. Neil sighs. The controls are 
ineffective. It'll be a near miss at best. 



A light on the camera flicks on. 

"This is a bad circumstance. Neil and I risked 
our lives for the pursuit of science, exploration, 
wonder. No matter how history chooses to re- 
member us, just know we completed our mis- 
sion to the best of our abilities. We worked as 
thousands of people worked to guarantee man's 
mastery of space. I'm a dead man. There's no 
saving me, but the data retrieved from our mis- 
sion is some condolence. I plead, plead with all 
of you watching that we work together to con- 
tinue our understanding of our existence." 

A frog forms in Buzz's throat. He chokes back a 
tear. 

"Dad, I love you. Mom, I'll see you soon." 

Buzz gives the camera a salute saved for soldiers 
coming upon their last rites. The camera light 
dims. Buzz finishes unwrapping the freeze dried 
ice cream before maneuvering it through the 
suit interior and up to his parched and starved 
maw. 



Twenty five yards away. Neil closes his eyes, 
pondering the point of impact. Mission control 
screams. Everything slows down. He sucks in 
air entirely free of microbes, plants his boots and 
lunges for the oxygen release valve. Just as Luna 
1 5 grazes the antenna, the module's reserve oxy- 
gen expels. The escape of precious O2 adds just 
enough shift to hook the makeshift lasso onto 
one of the probe's landing feet. 

Neil is jerked backward like a hobo gripping the 
rails of a speeding train. Mission control cheers. 

"Russia's in the driver's seat Neil. They'll have 
you back on terra firma in less than a day!" 

He smiles at the news from mission control, 
wipes sweat from his brow. Celebrations ex- 
plode from the module's speaker. 

The emergency maneuver guaranteed Neil and 
Buzz's research would make it back to earth, but 
at the cost of the module's oxygen reserves. 

He has less than an hour of air left and he knows 
it, but there's no sense in spoiling the party. 
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At first glance, it seemed like an ordinary board game. 

My six year old nephew, Aidan, was spending the 
night with my husband and I. He'd brought some 
toys along with him to play with. One of the things 
he brought was a small, rectangular box containing a 
board game. 

I asked him if he wanted to play the game with us, 
but he politely declined and said he'd rather just play 
by himself. I thought that seemed a little strange, 
since usually he loves to play with us with his toys 
or Legos. But I shrugged it off and went in the kitchen 
to make dinner. 

Later that evening, Aidan was once again playing 
by himself in the guest room. It was getting late, so 
I decided I'd better start getting him in gear to go to 
bed. When I walked into the guest room, something 
came over me. I can't describe what it was- the most 
terrible feeling of evil and pure fear mixed together. 
Nothing looked out of the ordinary, but I could feel 
something, I was sure of it. 

Aidan looked up at me and asked if I was okay. I guess 
he could tell by the look on my face that I was pretty 
freaked out. I didn't want to scare him, so I told him I 
was fine and that he needed to go brush his teeth and 
get ready for bed. He happily complied and trotted 
off to the bathroom. 

While he was getting ready, I started cleaning up 
his toys. When I knelt down to put away his board 
game, I noticed for the first time how strange it was. 
The board was brown and white and had a series of 

squares joined together in a path around the board. 



There were several pieces strewn across the board 
and a couple of dice lying around. But the dice were 
no ordinary dice- every single side had six dots. And 
as I picked up the board pieces I noticed that they 
were all animal figurines, but they all had disfigured 
faces. The feeling of fear came over me again, and 
suddenly I felt very very cold. 

"What are you doing?" a voice said from behind me. 

I turned and looked at Aidan. "I'm just putting your 
game away because it's time for bed. Where did you 
get this anyway?" 

Now allow me to interject here -Aidan is normally a 
really good, sweet kid. I've never had any problems 
with him. But that night something was different. 

Very quietly, he told me to put the game back on the 
floor. 

Something changed in his face. His smile faded, his 
eyes darkened, and he glared at me with such hatred 
that it felt almost like a physical force. Hesitantly, 
I said to him "No, it's time for bed, I'm putting this 
away." 

At that point he screamed at me. Not just a normal, 
child like scream. You know the bellowing roar the 
Tyrannosaurus Rex makes in Jurassic Park? I swear 
to god that was what came out of this little boy's 
mouth. Horrified, I dropped the game onto the floor, 
spilling the pieces everywhere. Aidan was freaking 
out. Suddenly it was like something possessed him- 
his arms bent in half between his elbow and wrist, O 



I'm not religious. | ]| | 
I don't believe in ghosts \J \J 
or demons or anything 
like that. What I had 
just witnessed was 
completely beyond the 
realm of possibility... 



and his legs did the same between his knees and 
ankles. His entire little body twisted and contorted 
in ways that should not physically be possible. The 
whole time this happened, he continued to scream. 

By now I was absolutely, totally petrified. I've never 
been more scared in my entire life. I ran out of the 
room and down the hallway. I stopped by our bed- 
room door to catch my breath. 

I'm not religious. I don't believe in ghosts or demons 
or anything like that. What I had just witnessed was 
completely beyond the realm of possibility. And 
then, at that point, I knew I had to be dreaming. 

I closed my eyes. "It's only a dream, please wake up," 
I whispered to myself. Nothing happened. 

"It's only a dream, please wake up!" "It's only a dream, 
please wake up!" 

Finally I dissolved into a puddle of tears. Maybe I 
was losing it. Maybe I was having a nightmare and 
couldn't wake up. No matter what, I was scared out 
of my mind. I opened our door and went into our 
bedroom. 

My husband was already in bed, so I crawled in next 
to him. But he wasn't asleep yet. 

He turned over and could tell immediately some- 
thing was wrong. "Are you okay? What happened?" 
he asked. 

At this point I was still really confused. I couldn't 
tell if I was asleep or awake or what was going on. "I 
know this is going to sound crazy," I said, "but I swear, 
I swear on my life that this really just happened." I 
proceeded to tell him about Aidan and the game. 

I could tell he was really skeptical. Fortunately he's 
the supportive type and so he didn't question me. 
But he did say that he didn't hear any screaming or 
anything. I started to feel a little better- 1 had prob- 
ably just dreamed it all and it must have felt very, 
very real. I thought about going back into the guest 
room and making sure the game was put away after 
all, but decided just to go to sleep instead. It had been 
a weird evening. 

The next morning I was busily working on making 
pancakes and bacon for breakfast. Aidan came out 
of the guest room and walked into the kitchen. He 
seemed to be just his normal self, but I could see he 
was carrying something. When he approached me, 
he held out his hands. To my horror, he'd been carry- 
ing three large, extremely sharp kitchen knives. 

"Here you go Auntie," he said with a sweet but dark 
smile. "I guess I don't need them after all." 




MY FRIEND JOHN 
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He was a quiet man, meticulous and neat Polite and 
very concerned about the fascist direction the country 
had taken. He was very much against war. We often 
spoke about politics and the Korean War. He told me of 
it being so cold that metal would shatter like ice some- 
times. He told me of men freezing dead in minutes, 
flash frozen. He had a very deep expression in his eyes 
whenever he spoke of Korea. 

He lived frugally, and would not accept charity. He 
would, however, happily accept Asian food when we 
cooked. (My mother is Asian, my father is white.) On 
Christmas and the holidays, I looked forward to giv- 
ing him food. He would often hold back tears when we 
stopped by. He came over once, but had a hell of time 
getting down the two fights of stairs afterwards. He sad- 
ly had to decline any further invitations. I would watch 
him struggle for twenty minutes to make it back up the 
twenty steps to his apartment. He would not accept help. 

He once invited me up to his apartment, and I will de- 
scribe it as such: darkly lit, with a small television in the 
kitchen. The floors were covered in cheap blue felt-like 
carpet with no padding, as they did in the '70s. He had a 
kitchen table with neatly stacked audio tapes and one of 
those tape players for the blind or used in middle schools. 

He kept a box in the kitchen with his letters from a girl. It 
was a deeply personal thing, and he was consumed day 
and night by his situation. Some people die right away 
of a broken heart, some people are dead but they live on 
for many more years. He lived in the same apartment for 
nearly forty years, alone. He came out to get groceries, 
raise and lower the American fkg, and recycle his cans 
and newspapers. He always recycled. 

I saw him struggling one day to bring groceries up the 
steps, and I came over and talked to him. From that day 
on, whenever I heard his car chugging away, I came 
out to help him. One day he saw my mother and began 
to cry, and thus I found out his life story. 

He was in the Navy, dispatched in Korea before the 
Korean War, and had met a woman he loved. He was 
white, and his superiors hated the fact that he had a Ko- 
rean woman. He was engaged to marry her, and when 
they found out, they drugged him and forced him onto a 




STORIES 36 




plane back to the US. He fought back and they beat him 
senseless. They kept him from returning on bullshit or- 
ders and threats until the war broke out. 

After the war, he went back to find her, but never could. 

He never married. He thought of her every day. 

He cried when he saw my mother, because he realized I 
was how his son would have looked. 

He fell down the stairs of the apartment he rented one 
day, and laid there in agony for hours until he was found. 
That night he died. 

Distant relatives came and took what was worth anything, 
and the landlord threw his entire life out on the curb in 
the rain. His medals, everything. No one bothered bury- 
ing him except the government because of his service. 

Every time I look at that damn house, it's like a knife in 
my heart. 

"Never let other people tell you what should make you 
happy/' 

I remember the tightness of his hands on my wrist when 
he told me this. 
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R/SECRETSANTA 



/ r/SecretSanta is home to the largest Secret Santa gift exchange program 
in the world. For three years, tens of thousands of redditors have been 
anonymously sending and receiving presents from over 100 countries. 



You might know me as kickme444, but my 
real name is Dan McComas. 

Just over two years ago I posted a thread 
titled "Would anyone be interested in a 
reddit gift exchange?" and created 
/r/SecretSanta. I spent the following few 
weeks creating redditgifts.com and spent 
the following two years, mostly nights and 
weekends, developing what would even- 
tually be acquired by reddit This is now 
my full time job and I couldn't be happier 
or more proud! 

What is r/SecretSanta and RedditGifts? 
r/SecretSanta was started as a community where 
we would discuss and organize a reddit Secret San- 
ta. It became pretty clear after only a few hours 
that there was no way we could manage a secret 
Santa on the scale needed in the format of a subred- 
dit, which lead me to buy the domain name red- 
ditgifts.com, and develop a website to manage the 
first Secret Santa for reddit. 

How many people have participated in Secret 
Santa each year? 
Secret Santa 2009 4387 
Secret Santa 2010 1 7, 1 03 
Secret Santa 201 1 38,281 

Pretty impressive right? We're still amazed. 



What happens if people don't send or receive a 
gift? 

Because RedditGifts operates on the honor system, 
we do our very best at every opportunity possible 
to increase participation, but still there remain peo- 
ple who are not good participants. 

If you don't send a gift, or don't confirm that you 
have received a gift, you are banned for life. Addi- 
tionally, because our participants are so giving, we 
have a program that we call "rematching," where 
people sign up to give to what we refer to as "the 
shafted", which are people who never received a 
gift. 

All in all it is a pretty good system, and we are plan- 
ning a number of things for the upcoming year that 
we think will further improve it. 

What has changed now that you and RedditGifts 
have officially become part of Reddit? 
I think the biggest thing that has changed is that I 
get to work on a project that I am passionate about 
during the day. This is really a big change for me 
and for my family. 

For the previous two years I was working at least 
equivalent to two fulltime jobs. Because I cared so 
much for RedditGifts I was willing to do it, but it 
did take a toll. It is really nice to be able to do this 
with a fresh mind and to be able to spend some 



What hasn't changed is the level of independence 
I have in this business. I have been allowed and 
encouraged to express my vision for RedditGifts. I 
think this is a pretty big deal and can't say thanks 
enough. 

If I missed out on Secret Santa this year, what 
other RedditGifts projects are coming up? 
After the first Secret Santa was over, we took a step 
back and evaluated what had just happened. We 
decided to continue and thought it would be fun to 
create a new holiday especially for reddit halfway 
between Christmas, on June 25th. We held a small 
contest on reddit, and the winning name for this 
new holiday was " Arbitrary Day". Fast forward a 
few years, we have now done 3 Secret Santas, two 
Arbitrary Days and have added interest based ex- 
changes like book exchanges, snack exchanges, 
and many more. 



TROLLED HARD 

I had already excitedly ripped the box open and was 

pulling out a small, pliable package. "A book" I said. 

"Has to be a book, awesome, I love books!" 

I ripped the paper off and found. ..Sarah Palin's Going 

Rogue. 

I laughed. Said to the wife "Oh, that evil genius! I 

might read this for the laughs." But, wait, this book 

feels a bit funny. What's this inside? 

Oh. Oh my. A Kindle. A KINDLE! 

My Secret Santa is an evil thoughtful creative genius! 

Shadowvox 




TON GIFTS: 



$2,245,354 



$775,308 
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10,993 on 12/12/2011 



day: 



2,115 on 01/02/2012 
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TRIES: 



US, CA, GB, AU, IE, DE, NZ, SE, NL, NO 
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I got a very 
delicious reddit 
pizza, which my 
roommate and I 
quickly wolfed 
down. 



I received $1,500.00 in 100 dollar bills. There was a 
note saying "Merry Christmas, hopefully this will 
help with books next semester ;)" That was all. The 
redditor didn't reveal them self. 




ESOME 
CRET 
SANTA!! 



Not only did he do research 
and look through my posts 
to know not only do I have 
a newborn daughter, but an 
older 18 month old daughter 
too, he sent her the sweetest 
stuffed animal for a present. 
How cute and sweet! 

She loves her adorable cute 
stuffed bear so much; I 
couldn't get it away from her. 
Now she can't sleep without 
him. 





GOT CRABS 
"ROMA 



Earlier this week I received a message 
from my SS, suggesting that someone 
should be home for delivery, due to 
the nature of the gift. A baker's dozen 
steamed crabs from Harbour House, 
complete with mallets and crab paper! 
My favorite food ever!! 
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